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BANK HOLIDAY AT SOUTHEND. 


“The First Number of Quips having gone off with such a bang, Papa is naturally highly delighted, so on Bank Holiday, to celebrate the event, he brought 
ul} at Southend a sort of Jig Competition, open ta members of the? Arriet persuasion alone. The first prize took the shape of six copies of Quips; the second, 
a plate of almond whelks ; whilst the third best competitor would be permitted the pleasure (?) of kissing Dad. The fight for the first two prizes was a 
yullant one; but Mamma stayed longest, and thus took premier honours, The third prize was not allotted, there being no applicant.”—Toortsis. 


THE CRAVING FOR REALISM. THE CART’S TAIL. 


“TH16 specious robber,” says the biographer of Mr. Wil- 
liam Stroud, a notorious swindler, who was six times 
whipped through the streets of Westminster in the month 
of March, 1752, “ was well born and educated, but very early 
in life took to little tricks of cheating, which sufficiently 
marked his character. When but a schoolboy he used to 
purloin blank leaves from the books of his companions, and 
was remarkable for robbing them of their marbles.” 

We next learn that having reached “ years of discretion,’ 
he set upin business very shortly afterwards, sold his stock, 
and took lodgings in Bond Strect, where he “assumed the 
character of a fine gentleman.” Mixing with loose society, 
he very soon squandered his money, and took to living by 
his wits. Having got credit froma tailor for several elegant 
suits of clothes, he hired a genteel house and engaged ser- 
vants, by which “he imposed himself upon the public asa 
man of large estate.” For some time he lived in great 
splendour, until the tradesmen becoming climorous, he sold 
off his furniture privately and decamped, 

He then took handsome lodsings in Bloomsbury, and 
dressing in the height of fashion, pretended to be the 
steward of a nobleman of high rank. He also teok a house 
in Westminster, in which he placed an agent, who ordered 
goods forthe nobleman, and tradesmen who delivered these 
goods were told to leave their bills for the examination of 
“Ob, mamma! please come and make Willie behave himself— “We're playing at exccutious, kn! he keeps making such rude faces while he's being han-el'" the steward, But no sooner were the goods in the possession 
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of the swindlers than they were sold, This game at an end, Stroud 
hit upon another. Finding out the London tradesmen with whom 
persons of fortune in the country dealt, he ordered goods in their 
name, and meeting the waggons that conveyed the goods, obtained 
possession of then before they reached their destination. 

It won't require more space than is at our disposal to enumerate 
all the frands of which he was guilty. London and the country 
were equally laid under contribution, and jewellers, watchmakers, 
Jacemen, tailors, drapers, upholsterers, silversmiths, silk mercers, 
hatters, hosiers, etc., ete., became his dupes. But it was impossible 
fora man carrying ou these frauds for ever to evade justice. At 
length he was apprehended as a common cheat, and committed to 
the Gatehouse, Weatminster. At his examination, a coachmaker 
charged him with defrauding him of a gilt charict, a jeweller of 
rings to the amount of a hundred pounds, and a tailor of a suit of 
velvet, trimmed with gold, 

The grand jury having found bills of indictment against him, he 
was tried at the Westininster Sessions, when crowds of witnesses, 
who had been plundered by him, appeared to give their evidence, 
and he was found guilty. 

The court sentence! him to hard labour in Bridewell for six 
months, and in that time to be whipped through the streets six 
times, which was “intlicted with the severity intended. He was 
scourged, so as to be made an example to others in the like cases 
offending.” 

Messrs. Knapp and Baldwin give an account of the knout in 
Russia, in hick they say “the executioners make this punishment 
more or Jess cruel, and it is said are xo dexterous, that when a 
criminal is coudemned to die, they can make him expire at plea- 
sure, either by one or several lashes.” They add: “ The knout of 
Russia would be well applied to the shoulders of an Englixh 
ewindler.” 

Major Griffitha, in his “Chronicles of Newgate,” says: “The 
fierce statute against vagrants of Henry VIII. and Elizabeth's 
reign, made no distinction of sex, and their ferocious provisions, 
to the effect that offenders ‘should be stripped naked from the 
middle upwards, and whipped till the body should be bloody,’ long 
continued in force. Girls of twelve and thirteen, aged women of 
sixty, all suffered alike ; women distracted, in other words out of 
their minds, were arrested and lashed ; so were those who had the 
small-pox, and all who walked about the country and begged. The 
constable’s charge for whipping was fourpence, but the sum was 
increased latterly to a shilling.” 
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BEET OFF WOR. 

sumthink orfle as appen. 

the mildood monimint av return unexpected, an av putt a peny 
inn the slott, 

e ixs now a kikin off the aperatus an a wacking off itt with is 
rumbereller lik a raigin maniak, 

(Next week, “A Lying Tombstone.” ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
—— 
*,* Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stam ped envelope pare enmughtacontain the 
cont ributions submitted, Do not inclose loose stamps. 


Sorry, Kate, We cannot help you: Better buy them all and ace. 
They are useless to us, ARCHIE. Paternoster Row, FD. Too 
expensive, JACK, we fancy: SLOPER'S not a millionaire, Yea, of 
course yo could, THE STARTER, Sut it would be hardly fair. 
ot at all, A two Years’ READER; ALLY'S always just as 
pleased. SLOPER sends his thanks, ALADDIN: All his wrath is 


now appeased, That's your fault entirely, JEALOUS; Keep your 
optics open wide, Take the Ancient’s tip, ENCHANTED; Make a 
bolt of it and hide. Thanks for little story, BURTON ; Sorry that 


That's a nuisance, rather, BERTIF, She can 
hardly help her face, We'll consider it, AN Antist: That's the 
most that we can aay. Vex, of course you can, ADMIRER, They're 
on view throughout the day. 


we haren't apace. 


° 
“ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper in the World, 


Borwarded tu any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
excepted, post free: 
3 Months, 1s. 8d.; 6 Months, 3s. 3d.; 12 Months, 6s. 6d. 
In Stamps or P.O.OL8 payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C, 


Weekly Contents Billa and Show Carda will be sent post free to 
Newsagents on application, 


PARIS: 
On sale at all Kiosques and Booksellers’, at 20 centimes, or by 
special arrangement at our 
PARIS AGENCY, 22 Kuve DE LA BANQUE, 


EIGHT CLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


—£150— 


Will be paid to the newt-of-kin of any Man, Woman, Roy, or Girl 
(Railway Serrants on duty excepted), who shall happen to meet 
with his or her death in a Railway Accident, in any part of 
the United Kingdom, PROVIDED a copy of the current issue of 
“ ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY” be found upon the Deceased at 
the time of the Accident,“ ALLY SLOPER’S [HALF-HOLIDAY” is 
published throughout the United Kingdom every Wednesday after- 
noon at 1 o'clock, and the Insurance lasta one week from that time, 
capiring at Le'clock the following Wednesday afternoon. 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


—<~— 
Delicate Darling. Fancy, dear, Mr. Umbre is going to paint my 
rtrait ! 

Plump Pet. Really? Oh, 1 remember, now! I heard he was 

going in for a course of anatomical study, but 1 never thought—— 
Delicate Darling. Cat! as 
s 


ScENE—At Margate. 

“WHAT are those small tin boxes on the platform over there, 
and what are those immense crates beside them?" “My dear 
laddie, the former are the consignments of bathing dresses from 
Paris, and the latter are packed tight with kodaks for the amateur 
photographers of beauty iu the briny.” “ Dear me!” 

Lad 


s 
NouGut makes on editor so mad, 
So much inclined to swear, 
As finding MS. he's refused, 
Has been put in elsewhere, 
s¢ 


s 

“EVEN the best o' men, when they've been married some time,” 
says Mrs. Sloper, “alter for the worse. There was a time when 
Ally would have rather died than let me take the trouble to twist 
out a winkle for myself, and now he'd no more take the trouble to 
leok at my ankles when I get over a stile than he'd stand a drink 
to the Methodist copper that helped chuck him from the Blue Pig. 
It’s a sad world.” ** 


Father (anzious to obtain situation Le his son in lawyer's 
office). Yes, Mr. Broadquill, he’s a thoroughly good lad, | can assure 
you; careful, industrious, steady, and above all things, scrupulously 
truthful anu honest. 

Lawyer. in that case, my dear sir, he will never suit me, and the 
sooner you think of some other profession for him, the better. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No. 484..—The “ Binckpool Bathing" Custume, 


om, 


FANCY R.A.. PORTRAITS. 
No. 1.—Late'un, 


A Dark Pave taken from a 
Family Record. 


K NOPWN 
First Masher, 1 say, old chappie ! how—baw—do you spell your name ? 


Second Masher, Goo Lawi, deah fellow! don't ask such devilish hard 
questions, Ask the hotel porter. 


“Come for a stroll, old man. 
“Can't; I'w on point daty for a 
couple of hours.” “How #0?” 
“My wife has gone into the shop 
for a minute.” 


ZOO-ILLOGICAL STUDIES. 
The Grampue-corpion. 


Be 


(Saturday, August 5, 1893. 


Sniggs. Wonderful wealthy man, Bucketer, perfect millionaire) 
Hadn't a penny when he started in business, either. 
Snaggs. Indeed, how did he make his fortune, then ? 
Sniggs. Kasily enough, dear boy, simply telling other people 
how to make theirs, se 
+ 


“Tsay, Ally, why were you last night like Chicngo?” “Don't 
know, my dear boy, don't know.” “Because you gave us the 
beastliest exhibition I've ever eeen—you were that screwed, oli! 
man, that oe went down on your knees and kissed the plug-hole 
in the road, and you thought it was the rosy lips of Lardie.” Jut 
then the gamp came down, and the chump of the offender was 
dotted like unto the currant bun of commerce, 


* 
THERE'S always left us one retort 
When we can find no other, 
A.grand old chestnut, too, it is, 
We mean the “ youre another.” 


Magistrate. You say the prisoner first addressed you in French. 
Were pone you nor your friend able to understand what he 
meant 

Prosecutor, Lor’, no, sir! I'm no scholar, and he's only “ pro- 
fessor of languages ” at a boarding-school, 


s 
Stodger. Hullo! you look pleased. 
Stadger. Yes, 1am ; just suld that horse of mine, you know, 
Stodger. You don’t say so? What did you get for him? 
Stadger. Five-and-twenty quid. 
Stodger. Five-and-twenty quid! Scot! what a demand there 
must be for cats’ meat just now ! s 


THE reason why Jones has been converted from drink and never 


* goes home in the least the worse for it, arises from a curious fact. 


“When I was very bad, old sonnie, you see, 1 used to see my 
mother-in-law doubled ; to see her once at a time was bad enough, 
but when she was made up into pairs, L'm blest if it ucarly wasu't 
the death of me.” *\° 

Schoolmaster (who has given his | a grades ig Breda d and the 
money to visit a certain musenm), Well, boys, I hope you were all 
gibed radertay by your visit, Now, let us see what you have 

earned. 

Spokesman of Pupils. Please, sir, we none of us knew anything 
about the old thing, except Jenkyns, so, to save the money bein: 
wasted, we sent him intu the museum aud spent our little lot inthe 
tuck shop, *° 


It’s a pity that Tootsie can't be « little more good-natured now 
and then. Talking of a jatent palpitator friend the other day, 
she unkindly remarked, “That gal's so horribly ugly that when 
her shadow fell on the Spanish hen, in the arena the other day 
it left off laying eggs for a fortnight, and its tail feathers turned 
quite white vith fright.” There’ 8 no friendship among women. 


s 

Scribens, I've just come from the office of the Daily Whopper, 
and a remark was made reflecting on the colour of my nose—thut 
I was a “red man,” but not a “ell red man,” and I don't know 
whether to consider it as clever or as un impertinence, 

Friend, Who made the remark ? 

Scribens. The editor. 

Friend, Then, of course, it was clever, 


WHEN from a visit rhe's going away, 

A woman has always the most to say ; 

More than during the whole of her stay. 
She's like a gun that our peace destroys— 
It's when going ott that s e Inakes must nuise, 


“1 WONDER how it is that so many girls can afford to wear those 
leg-o’-mutton sleeves! Why, the stiffening in ’em must cost soniw- 
thing.” “ Bless vour soul, old man, don't you know by this tine 
that nearly all that expansion is made out of the old dress 
improvers once thrown away as useless? There’s no such thing as 
absolute waste in the wide world.” 


s 
First lis Lady. Oh! going to your dressmaker’s?) Who do 
you employ—Madame A.? 

Sceond Society Lady. No; 1 always go to Madame B., now. | 
used to patronise Madame A., but I prefer Madame B., as she gives 
you such a capital cup of tea in t he afternoon, 


First Tradesman (speaking of Frankrugt Sriend), Yes, poor chap, 
I knew he was done for long before he smnashed. I had great 
difticulty, though, to get him to realize his position. 

Second Tradesman, Oh, indeed ! and what did you do then, way 


lask? 
Kirst Tradesman, 1 gothim to realise his stock, 
s 


“7 ALWAYs write on address headed paper,” said Shiftus, pomp- 
ously. “Yes, H.M. Prison usually, isn't it?” remarked Rapper, 
calmly, and then the beanfeast comumeuced in real carnest. 


s 
Mother. | disapprove of your going about the streets unprotected 
at night, with that young man of yours, Laura; it’s not right at all. 

Daughter, Unprotected, mother? Oh, no! why, George has his 
arm round me neurly half the time. 


s 
ScENE— Pub, 
Podger (loring his temper completely at termination of heated 
argument). U've a great mind— 
Slinger (interruptingly). No, that I'm hanged if you have. 


s 
“I'm completely absorbed,” as the ink splash said when it came 
in contact with the blotting paper, 


* 
“Do you know why they call Florie Fitzgiblet ‘caper sauce 
at the Euphemia Music Hall?” “No.” * Because she always 
cheeks the audience when she's dloing her cellar-tlap break down. 


Our wives may think a dress a dream, 
And rave o'er flounce and frill; 

The waking always comes about 
When they receive the bill, 


* 
Riggs. Know anything of Snagzles? 
Wegge. Rather! What about him? 
Biggs. 1s he—er—is he honest? 
Wiggs. Honest! Well, I should say xo. Why, he once sold me 
a horse that turned out everything he said it was. 
Biggs. Great Scot! Why, the man must be a perfect paragon ! 


= 

“CANNOT—cannot you give me some hope—some faint shadow 
of encouragement!” he asked, eagerly, as he rose reluctantly from 
his knees, “Jt is so_hard to feel that you can never—never be 
anything to me.” “Well, 1 don't know buc what I can't,” the 
fair girl responded with a wearied yawn, “the Johnnie I'm mashins 
now won't be able to stand it much longer after the florist and 
jeweller send in their little bills. 1 shall have to get pa to chuck 

im, and—well, perhaps I'll put you down next on the list.” 


Ewery Monday. One Halfpenny. 


Full of Funny Pictures and Side-Splitting Reading. 
CONDUCTED BY GILBERT DALZIEL, 


89 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET. LONDON. F.C. 


Saturday, August 6, 1893. ] 
TOOTSIE AT BLACKPOOL. 


—— 


“'TH18 emall, but much-frequented bathing place,” says a writer 
in 1807, “certainly does not possess sufticient attractions to have 
led us to 
visit it. had 
we not been 
under an 
engage- 
ment to 
make the 
tour of the 
Inkes in 
company 
with a 
friend who 
had been 
some weeks 
in this 
place. 

“At Black- 
pool the sea 
retreats 
nearly half 
amileat the 
ebb, leaving 
a bed of 
solid sand 
which may 
be traversed 
for twenty 
miles in a 
carriage, on 
horseback, 
or on foot, 
and this 


Bub refuses succour. 


seems to be the principal amusement of the place. 

“We were much amused by the ringing of a bell, a signal for the 
ladies to bathe, during which time, if a gentleman is seen on the 
beach he forfeits a bottle of wine; and it was only the day before 
our arrival that a Peeping Tom of Coventry submitted to the fine 
with pleasure, as he said. When the ladies have retired the bell 
rings for the gentlemen ; but we did not find that Indies were ex- 
cluded while they were performing their ablutions—except by a 
sense of delicate propriety, which alone is sufficient.” 

Things have changed a little since those days. The sands are not 
the only amusement, the ladies and gentlemen are not quite so 
jarticular about the bathing rules. One of the most I ec ya 
resorts in the town nowadays is, doubtless, the Winter Gardens, 
old and intimate friend of mine, no less a person 
olland. He was awfully pl to see me, and 
insisted upon escorting me round the ens and pointing out the 
novelties and attractions to be found there. Among the latter I 
noticed quite a number of original SLOPER cartoons, kindly loaned 
to William by Poor Papa. 


bossed_by a ve 
than William 


Resides the piers and Winter Gardens, there are two or three 
theatres, and a menagerie, and other attractions also_more 
or less attractive. The enthusiastic Lancastrians call Black- 
[ol the “Brighton of the North,” but I think the Manchester 
Margate a better name. 

Bob's nefarious schemes have been thwarted. Says the guide 
hook, “Fishing ia limited to the uninitiated, though tackle may be 
purchased at the piers and shops for the catching of codling and 
flukes, and mussels and conten may be had for the Cg a 
Rob caught no fluke, but he caught a crab backwards and hurt his 
head. Subsequently he gathered cockles, and had a big meal all 
to himself, and has since been very poorly. 

Previous to this, however, he and I had a row. My hat blew off, 
and he would not wade into the sea to fetch it out. We are not 
now on speaking terms, I'm sure J don't care, and while he was 
laid up we enjoyed ourselves immensely at the Royal Dalace 
Gardens, the Relle-vue and the Cherry Tree, 

Poor Billy has been doing deeds of daring in one of Captain 
Foyton’s swimming dresses, with a view to picking up a few shil- 
lings ; but the show did not fizz, and now the man who lent the 
india-rubber apparatus wants the money for the loan of it, and 
something extra for damage done, Billy has disappeared. 

We have 
bathed, of 
course, and our 
little = quick- 
change _ trick 
hh, = oe 
\| them properly. 

Did I tell wor 
dear? 

Lardi, 
and J skip out 
of the sea into 
the bathing 
machine, 
quickly change 
our dresses and 
dive again into 
the ocean. 
“ How many of 
yee youn 
adies ia there? 
asked the bath- 
ing machine 
woman. 


* ° 
Something 
awful has hap- 
vened, No one 
as seen thu 
Dook Snook 
for hours. 


* . J 
The police pulled him out. ae tt id 


was asleep ina machine. The police have pulled him out. 


Good gracious! they talk of taking him to the police-station, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


HISTORICAL IMPOSTORS. 
No. 10.—Kinoa Epwarp VI. 

HERE again must be impressed on our readers the extraordinary 
advantage which we possess over all other annalista in the wonder- 
ful stores of exclusive information which have been gathered 
together by our ancestors, and on which we unhesitatingly draw 
when our object is to refute that arch-builderess of Shatterable 
Idols—Clio, the Muse of History. Edward VJ. has been seized on 
as a model ruin or monarch, as the tool of unscrupulous statesmen, 
as a model of early piety, erudition and unworldliness, Thus he 
came in healthily for History's purpose as a foil to his father, the 
bloodstained and loathsome voluptuary Henry VIII. who made 
his vices all the more horrible by his outward) profession of Reli- 
gious Law, and who never chopped or divorced a wife without ex- 
torting the sanction of the form of (Saco pa: Government and Holy 
Church, History has stuck up Edward as the paragon to compare 
with the foul father whom he followed, and the shrew sister whom 
he predeceded. Let us see. But first of all let us remark that we 
have not followed the Ramsgate policemen in their investigation of 
the supposed murder of Mrs, Noel by Mr. Noel for nothing. We 
have evidence, evidence that cannot be gninsaid, that as a baby 
Edward VI. cried for his bottle, and also went to the length of 
making hideous faces when suffering from wind in the stomach. 
This seems to us to prove as clearly as noonday a predisposition to 
aggressive and grasping habits, and a tendency to imposition and 
maliciousdeceit. These we shall trace in all their workings through- 
out his baleful career. 

Beyond this we have full evidence to prove that, when even of 
tender yeara, he betrayed a yearning to crawl towards any desired 
goal rather than attain his end in an honourable aud upright 
manner. In this the germ of future deceit is fully discernable 
to the mental optic. 

A total disregard of the comfort of his nearest and dearest rela- 
tions is, on the same high authority, to be found even in the nights 
of his earliest boyhood ; to insist on keeping everyone awake was 
his evening pastime ; to devote the hours apportioned for serene 
slumber to unearthly yells ; to clamour for nourishment, and then 
capriciously refuse it ; to select his food from inedible substances ; 
to make, in short, the life and lives of all who knew him a perfect 
burden to hin—these were the chosen and favourite pastimes of 
young Edward. . 

Let us spare the shameful recital of his early objections to being 
washed ; let us not go into details, loathsome in their repeated 
pertinacity, as to his objections to the application of soap to his 
eyelids. It were useless to dwell on the malignity with which he 
mudded his clothes, inked his collars, tore his Sunday pinafores, 
and mistreated his underlinen! His immersion of a kitten in a 
duck pond is a twice-told story, as also his merciless pursuit of flies 
on the window-pane, and his wanton dissection of the saine set 
down by his servile tutors as an evidence of scientific love of ana- 
tomy. Weare not hard upon this young monster, but we are not 
Quixotic enous to defend him in his backslidings. True, he re- 
spited many who would otherwise have gone to the block or the 
faggot. But what is this to the fact that, in furtherance of what 
his tutors called chaotic experiments, he melted the wasen face of 
his sister Elizabeth's doll (modelled after Anne Boleyn), until the 
features were perfectly unrecognisable? Also, there is the proof of 
a gentleman of the bedchamber who often heard him carrying out 
in gruesome detail, executions of his nearest relatives, peers and 
privy councillors in the privacy of the nursery. ; 

In a word, is it worth going through the (so-called) historical 
details of this puny whipster’s criminal reign? Is it not better, 
simpler, easier, to follow the truly Draconian example of the Thanet 
Boys in Blue, and relying on the utterly irrelevant past, to drop— 
ay, to long-drop—the present? Let Edward VL., therefore, despite 
history's encomia, descend to posterity as a blameless fraud. 


—_—_—_.—_—_——_ 


TO A CORRESPONDENT. 

“ ANXIOUS INQUIRER” writes tu ask, “ Did you ever see a bald- 
headed woman /” 

No, we never did. And what's more, we never saw a woman in 
her shirt-sleeves, with a long pipe in her mouth, sitting on a bench 
outside the Rose and Crown, reading the list of betting on the 
Steward's Cup in the Sporting Life. We never saw a woman go 
for a day’s fishing with a flat bottle of wnieky Je each pocket, sit 
on the damp ground all day, and then have to be carried up to bed. 
We never mw a female welsher—at least, not since the wife of our 
chest was openly detected in going through our trousers pockets 
on the night of the Derby; and we never saw a woman strip off 
her coat, spit on her hands, and swear she was a better man than 
anybody in the bar parlour. 

o, “ Anxious Inquirer,” you'd better write to the Gentleroman, 


—__>——_—. 


WHAT HE CALLED IT. 
Overheard at a well-known Restaurant on Friday. 

Customer (pointing to saddle of mutton), Sure, now, and what 
do ye carl that? 

Carver. You can call it what you like, sir ; we call it—— 

Customer, Bedad, now, if ye'll carl it pickled salmon, I'll have 
some, 

Customer (ten minuter later), Mother of Moses! but it's foine 
salmon, so it is. I’m half afraid he's desaving me; but, anyhow, 
the sin will rest with him. 

—— 


AT HIS PROPER FIGURE. 


THE last train, rammed full of revellers, toiled laboriously back 
from the Chute-Shooteries at Earl's Court. And she sat inacorner, 
She was as pretty as a picture, not a day over eighteen, and looked 
so very, very sweet, and withal so modest, that margarine would 
not have melted in her mouth. 

Te was a man of the world, of twenty-two. His jaunty “ Captain 
Coddington” top-hat, four-in-hand tie fastened with a rafety-pin, 
and frock-coat of gaberdine-like length, proclaimed him that. His 
eyes feasted upon her. 

“ Kr—beg pard'n, mias, but—have you enough room?” 

“Oh, tons, thanks.” 

“ Awful crowd t’night, isn't there?” 

“ Yaaas, awful.” 

He couldn't think of anything else to say for a few seconds, but 
presently he scemed to gain inspiration from the luggage-rack, and, 
with a sweet tit-willow smile, he asked ; 

. All alone? ii 


“ May I ask your name?” 

“Certainly,"—in a breezy sort of way—“ Millie Hortense Crepon. 
T am seventeen years and eight months old, my father is a whole- 
sale costume-maker in Wood Street, in the City, and I live with my 
parents at Campden Hill Gardens’ Terrace, Anything else!” 

His eyes bulged out as though they had internal notice to quit. 
He felt she had “got him,” he afterwards acknowledged ; but, 
gulping down a great lump that had risen in his throat, he with- 
drew his peers from his waistcoat pocket and stammered : 

“O-o-oh, dear, no—er—er—here is my card.” 

“Mr. J. John Jahones, representing Tearit and Scrunch, Man- 
chester and Oldham. Oh,” she said,“ you are one of the travelling 

entlemen who sells goods on comission? D'you know, pa's 

en telling me about some that he’s got, he calls them * necessary 
evils’ in his business. hope you are not like those who, my 
father says, go without food to pay for boot-varnishing and hat- 
ironing, and spend the balance in bird's-eye and special Scotch, 
stop at hotels half price, and then pitch their portmanteaus into a 
side street where they can subsequently recover them, and walk 
out of the front door without paying their billa, You're not, are 
you! Anyway, goed evening—this is Kensington High Street, 
where I get out. Good-bye.” 

He bade her good-bye in the deaf-and-dumb alphabet, for the 
power of speech had temporarily left Mr. J. John Jahones, repre- 
senting Tearit and Scrunch, of Manchester and Oldham. 
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TENDERHEART. 


—— 


THEY called her Madame Tenderheart—she was so keenly and 
vividly affected by the sight or sound of suffering in others, 

When she was a 
little girl, she would 
shed tears over the 
fite of the tly who 
found an untimely 
end in the milk-jug, 
the predatory mouse 
writhing in the 
talons of the lawand 
the cat, if by chance 
no reckless moth 
singed its wings 
against her lamp 
flame she quivered, 
the spectacle of a 
dead kitten tilled her 
heart with tears, 

And yet Death 
tracked her like a 
shadow, It haunted 
her footsteps where- 
ever she went. The 
wake of her life's 

journey was marked 
n mournings. The 
lot of that songster, 
who never hada dear 
gazelle and so on, 
was a happy one 
compared to Tender- 
heart's. When she 
was but a little child 
—uot quite tive years 
of age, in fact— 
her brother, the 
daymate of her childhood, was taken from her. This was the first 

reavemment, How abe cried when the little fellow, only a year her 
senior, disappea ; and when, after long searching, they found 
him in the old well in the orchard, her frame shook with the vehe- 
mence of her grief. and she retired to her bedroom, from which not 
even the persuasive power of her mother could bring her until 
several hours afterwards. 

Then came her second sorrow. Her widowed father—handsome, 
distinguished, beloved—on the very eve of his second marringe 
to a beautiful zirl, died by acurious misadventure. His darling 
hobby was analytical chemistry, and it was shared by his darling 
daughter. They were conducting some experiments, and he, mean- 
time, was sipping a brandy and seltzer. Ina moment of abstrac- 
tion, so Tenderheart, who was the only witness, said, he took up 
and sipped fromatumbler containing a solution of a deadly poison. 
with which he was 
experimenting in ani- 
line dyes. Somehow 
that and the one con- 
taining his brandy 
and seltzer got chang- 
ed, and Tenderheart 
siid, before she could 
shout out, he was a 
dead man. The grief 
of the prospective 
bride was acute, but 
not so agonising as 
that of Tenderheart, 
the orphan heiress, 

Many sought her 
hand in marriage, for, 
in the zenith of her 
youth, she was ver 
Veautiful, but to ail 
the gay and gallant 
young men who knelt 
at her feet, she turned 
adeaf ear. Only a few 
years had elapsed 
since her fathers 
death, she said, and 
went on to say it took 
a lifetime to live a 
sorrow of that sort 


He was a deal man. 


down. 
Therefore the world 
He was found dead in bed. was amazed when 


one day she gave her 
hand to old Sir Creesus Ingot, the Lombard Street banker, What, 
they asked, could she see ina man gouty, dyspeptic, and old enough 
to be her grandfather?) True he was a two millionaire, but then 
they argued, money could not have dazzled Tenderheart—she had 
so much of her own—and they came to the conclusion that she, 
sweet soul! took the poor man out of pity for his many altlictions, 
and everybody voted her sweeter than ever, and pointed her out 
asa model of womanly tenderness, and children were advised, if 
they wished to be respected, to follow in her footsteps. 

She managed Sir Croesus excellently, and declared herself very 
contented ; but, poor soul! a few months after their marriage— 
absolutely on a few days—after he had mace a will entirely in her 
favour, ged Sir Crasus was found dead in bed, a revolver in his 
hand. It was supposed that an extra acute twinge of gout had 
caused him to com- 
init the rash act; all 
other motives was as 
mysterious as the 
course of the bullet 
having regard to the 
position of the revol- 
ver. 

Tenderheart was 
weeping over a dead 
canary when _ this 
fresh sorrow came, 

She looked charm- 
ing in weeds—so much 
so, that Dashleigh, of 
the Dragoons, per- 
suaded her a year 
later toabandon them. 
Not long after, Dash- 
leigh made a fool of 
himself over Mlle. 
Accordion, the skirt 
danseuse — the girl 
who died, you know, 
so suddenly, just as 
she was amelling a 
bouquet thrown to 
her from a box by a 


lady. 
What became of 


Tenderheart! Well, 

a day or so later, two Vir Civic 

men called at her C0 pw? 
house, When = she She placed the ring to her lips, 


came down, one of 

them produced a warrant for her arrest. She touched a epring in 

the signet-ring above her keeper. The stone swung back, She 

placed the ring to her lips, staggered, and fell on thé hearthrug—dead, 
They said it was cyanide of potassium. 
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“Gal, Brown, you were wishing for a little windfall, aud 


inion that a bicycle 
here you are!" A young lady who is firmly of opinion vel 


male for two would just about suit ber requirements, Ruin, 


%e° Miss Sloper will he delighted! to receive photographs from those OISTI NGU { SHED PEOPLE INTE RVI EWED 


of her friends whose portraits have not yet been inserted, . 


= 4 
TOOTSIE'S FRIBNDS. 


"Twas night, A. SLOPRR had taken the train to West Brompton, and found him- 
welf a wanderer in Old Paris, Above him frowned the gloomy Bastille, beneath him 
loomed the moat. The water looked black aud wet. He turnel from it with a 
shudder —(1) When, leaniag on the wooden bridge that spanned the silent liquid, 
he behell a charming Citoyenne, “Kel enne dayveen dayess !" he murmured ; theu 
aloud, *Venny zissi, mar chair!" “Poor old gentleman,” said she—for she hud a 
evmpathetic heart—“ he wants a chair, I suppose. You will find a seat, worthy sir, 
in the cae concert theatre.” “ Nong, nong, mamselle,” explained the linguist, * voo 
ner comprenny., Vou are mar chair.” “Oh, he's intoxicated !" cried she, and hurried 
away. “Stay, stay!" cried A. Soren; but she wouldn't, not a little bit, “What 
@ noosence,” he muttered, “and | wanted to ask her where I could find Major Tyler.” 
—(2) Then anon he met a sprightly looking young gamin, “Come hither, boy 1" 
said he, with a Eugene Aram air; but the gamin was ina hurry and ignored him, 
“You young ruffian!" cried A. Stork, grasping his umbrella; “for two pins Pd 
—lLord Kob, -——" “What!” cried the gamin, “would you strike a woman?” “A woman!” 
“ Yes, is it possible you do not recoguisé me as the bride in the wedding scene?" 
“Oh, my dear child, forgive me. How fortunate you spoke, By-the-by, have you 
6ern the Major—-ah ! here he is,—(3) What, Tyler) Look here, ) want to interview 


; THE THISTLE CROP FOR 1893. 


No, 298,—Miss MINNIE PALMER (of the Musical Palmers), 


“What grace, what loveliness is hers!” —The Dook Snook, 
“My title, my fortune, [lay at her feet 1% 


“Were I bat a shade lees stoney, she perchance might smile 
on me.” — The lion. billy, 


(1) The recent rains have brought the crop on apace, and while contemplating (2) The Elder was hoisted head over beels into them. 


theer giant growth = - 


THE LATEST FROM COWES. 
Dick. Where are you off to, old man ? 
Tom, I'm goiny to Ryde by train. 


BY A. SLOPER.—MAJOR S. TYLER. 


you.” “ Exense me," said Major Tyler, and bolted into the Tastille.. “He thinks to 
avoid me,” cried A, SLOP RR, and followel.—(4) Soon he reached the summit of one 
of the towers, “Foiled! he hissel; but on looking over the Duttlement just us M. 
Delabarre was making his escape, * “lis he!" criel A. SLOVER, “but ve shall not 
escape me thus!" And, descendins, he found himself in the thick of the revolution, 
—~(5) Amd hal to dy for his life from the sword of a fury. —(6) “Oh, do take mo 
to Major Tyler!" implored he of a gigantic French guard, “Certainly sir,” said the 
soldier, When A, SLorer, seated in a comfortable arn-chair in the Major's ofice, 
hal recovered a bit, “ Now for the interview,” sail he. “Oh, bother the interview !" 
cried the Major, “have a cizar aud adrink.” Then A, SLOVER began to score. In 
pleasant converse he drew from the gallant Major that the beautiful illuminated 
testimonial hanyzing on the wall was presented to him when he resigned the manaze- 
ment of the Royal, and many interesting particulars relating to Old Paris; how the 
whole of the buildings, inelue “the gigantic Lastille, and the church of St. Mari, 
were planned and coustrncted in considerably less than two months, that bis talentel 
brother, R. BK. Tyler, was the architect, amd how many thousands had visited the 
show since the opening. Ves, and that many theasuels more may plank down their 
shillings at the turnstiles, is the wi-hof A. SLorbe, ber ‘tis in truth a brave show. 


(2) Aud said, “Ah suppose it’s a judgment that took me swiden for no’ gaun ta Kirk 


last Sawbath.” 


(Saturday, August 5, 1893. 


“George says that, as his income is so small, 
he does not like to take me from my father's 
Dick, 1 didn't ask how you were going, Dut where you ‘were roof. How stoopid, is it not ?—as if [lived on 
the roof."—#atract from Letter of Young Lady, 


Saturday, August 5. 1893.] 
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OUR WEEK 


Here you are, Boys and Girls, here's something to make you sit up and cough 3 real scorcher it is 
this time, and no error; fairly make your hair curl it ought to! What's that you say t cut the 
clatter and come to—the show? Very well, then, L will, I fully sympathise with your Nt bg ari — 
‘Twiart Siamese and French just now, There seems @ prospect of a per i— It soon exploded, did the 
thing, When Richards trod tu cut the string:—The Lords and Commons here we see, Beth fighting 


: CONCLUSIVE. 
Petes Your brother, Mary! I dou't see the slightest family 
iKeness { 

Mary. Oh—er—you should have reen him afore he shaved off his 
beard, mem, he waa the deal image o’ me $ 


She. Danhster has promised to 
Bold a pieture, 

uc hen she had better sne him for breach of promise at once. 

Nhe, Wy ? 

He. Lecsnse there is not the remotest chance of him selling @ 
Tictnre as long as he lives, 


arry his girl as soon aa he las 


Daisy (senivr). He wou't, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


‘SAME -.6)y. 


FIVE ‘Mee 


LY WHIRLIGIG. 


A LITTLE TOO YOUNG TO KNOW. 


Daisy (junior), Why don't you make Jim take you to the theatre to-night? We are going. 


Daisy (junior), Won't? Make him. IT make Joe whenever T want to, 
Lary (enior, Wal your Joe's 2 rood deal gewager than Jim, 


» @ 


“Poor: Marrical- Maiv- 


for supremacy :—Soon here the merry Twelfth will be, And something of this sort we'll see :—Six 
Jeet and more is corn they say In Huntingdon, down Ramacy way :— Tis orer tirelre long years ago 
Nince last we saw Madame Angot:— The husband gets turned out of home And left about the 
streeta to ream.—There you are, my noble prtrons, fully up to your expectations, isn't it!—a N poe 
above them, in fact, PU-be bound. Ta. ta! till next week. ——TH SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN, 


\ 
ay . . 
oN 


HAD HIM THERE. 
Papa. Once and for all, Alice, 1 will not allow you to 
emoke those abominable cigarettes, Alice. 1 admit 
they are bud, pu, dear; bat yon forget they are yours, 


THE GIRL THAT SLOPER IS PROUD TO SAY 
HE NEVER KISSED.— Maudie, 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 


——— 
THE SEASON'S SUCCESS—QUIPS. 

June and July will long be remembered as months of surprises. 
First we had the sinking of the Vietersa, which, for a time at least, 
almost paralysed — the 
community, Then came 
the Royal marriage, Al- 
though this. of course, to 
an extent dissolved the 
gloom which hung 
heavily over the country, 
it was left to A. SLOPER 
to put on the fi 
ing touches. He 
done «0, 
not persunally interested 
in the production of 
(Yuips, nevertheless he 
takes the greatest interest 
in the welfare of the most 
recent ‘aporth. “Un- 
sweetened ” isto him not 
more precious than the 
contents of this paper. 
If the publicare wanting 
in appreciation theirs is 
the fault. It is impossible 
to improve on perfection, 
although the proprietors 
are trying to doso, They 
have several more novel- 
ties up their sleeve, of 
which the readers of 
Quips will receive the 
benefit. You haveall, of 
course, read the first number: well, purchase the second, and rest 
uxsured the pleasure will increased ten per cent. You have 
tried it and not found it wanting. Now buy it weekly, without 
fail. ae 

. 

Much surprise is felt in cricket circles and by the public 
generally that the Mildewed Batsman will not make one of 
the team representing England against Australia in the second 
fixture. Jt is not generally known. however, that the Wreck was 
offered a place in the eleven, but felt compelled to decline, in order 
that his own club, the Battersea Butterfingers, might not be 
deprived of the benefit of his services against the gs’ Home 
and Ground, There's something sublimely unselfish about A. 
SLOPER, isn’t there? se 

s 


Poor! It is hot and no mistake. No wonder the fair sex, as far 
as London is concerned, are making themselves scarce. Why, the 
pi are almost = and 

oveliness in the Row is only 
conspicuous by its absence. But 
what London loses, the seaside 

ins, and the sea, as far as beauty 
n the character of bathers is con- 
cerned, almost rivals a Metropo- 
litan variety stage during the 
time of a ballet. The manager 
who is enterprising enough to 
erect grand stands on the Seach 
of several of our seaside resorts, 
with full view of the bathers, has 
a big fortune awaiting him, 


s 

BRIGHTONIANS will learn with 
regret that ALLYS old 
Charlie Collette, F.0.S., will, on 
August 12th, resign his post as 
manager of the Brighton Al- 
hambra. For many years an 
established favourite in London- 
on-Sea, Charlie has during the 
past few weeks, by his kindl 
firmness and unvarying eel: 
nature, earned himself a host of 
additional friends. The manage- 
ment will find it difticult to fill 
his place. To imanage_ the 
Brighton Alhambra there must 
be at the head a man of busi- 
ness and determination, and, above all—a geutleman! What's 
your next caper, Charlie? °° 


HAVE you seen the clever little coloured puzzle cards, Sloper in 
Egypt and Sloper’s * At Home"? No, well you ought to make a 
point of getting some, you really ought. On the reverse side of 
each is the programme of the Margate Hall-by-the-Sea, where Lord 
George Sanger is fairly making things hum with his colossal enter- 
tainment. It is considered quite de riqueur now to puzzle over 
the cards all day and show upat the Hall at night. SLoper isa 
wonderful name to conjure with, isn't it? 


* 

THE First Annual Championship Meeting of the recently formed 
Tnanimate Bird Shooting Association came et! last Saturday at 
Wimbkdon Park, in the presence of a very large assembly, The 
object of the association is to bring the sport within the reach of 
all, and it is satisfactory to learn that it has already achieved a 
large measure of success. Many crack shots turned upon Saturday 
and there was some really fine shooting, but the absence of 
A. SLOPER from the competitions was, without doubt, a grievous 
disappointment to the crowd, 


* 

T1118 is essentially the age of theatrical revivals, but the manage- 
ment of the Criterion have indeed harked back a long way in 
giving us La Fille de Madame Angot ; but M. Lecocq’s celebrated 
comic opera is none the less welcome on that account, and the 
tuneful numbers are encored nightly by large and truly enthu- 
siastic audiences—exceptionally so, indeed, considering the pre- 
vailing theatrical depression. The piece is capitally staged, and the 


cast. which includes Miss Decima Moore, Miss Amy Auzarde, Miss 
M. Victor, Mr. Courtice Pounds, Mr. W. Blakeley and Mr, Welton 
Dale, leaves little to be desired. The opera, which ix preceded by 
Poor Miqnonette, at a quarter past eight, should stay some con- 
siderable time 
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A FRENCH acientist, M. Rousseau, has discovered an entirely 
new process by whics diamond»—not mere imitations of diamonds, 
but the genuine stunes—can be manufac- 
tured ; and his discovery is to be thorough- 
ly investigated by the Academy. This 
should be good news to the giddy ballet 
lady and the guileless chorus-girl, Times 
have indeed been bad lately, and the 
oofy mash, willing to come down hand- 
some in the way of jewellery, precious 
hard to cop, but with the prospect of a 
substantial reduction in the price of the 
glittering gems, things look decidedly 
more rosy for both the masher and the 
maid, ee 

s 


It is not true that the Dook Snook's 
ancestral castle will shortly be offered as 
a prize by Larka! His Grace certainly 
did suggest that that astonishing ha'porth 
should purchase the ducal mansion and 
do something of the kind, but the offer 
was not jumpedat, Larke! believes in 
giving its readers something better than 
building materials to compete — for, 
Who'll have a ticker? 


A DAY spent at Mexandra Park during 
the last trotting mecting sulticed to con- 
vince A. SLOPER that trotting axa pastime 
takes a lot of beating. Tact and energy 
are valuable possessions, and Mr. F. 
Catheart. the genial secretary, has a fair 
share of both. The next meeting ison August 2Ist. a fact which 
please don’t forget. A bit of brass, plenty of cheek, and an 
average amount of luck, and a small fortune may be made, 


. 
THE Mildewed Rifleman has this day been pleased to confer the 
“ Award of Merit” upon SERGEANT DAvViers, because he won the 
Queen's Prize at Bisley. “¥eyther,” remarked the Azure Orbed, 
“T'm real glad to see you've come down with your diplomer so 
vrompt, ‘cos hall Wales—and Hengland, too—is proud o' Davies; 
ut deure—doa't, I entreat you, try and kid the public as you 
knows anythink of rifle shootin’. If it was only shootin’ the moon, 
now, you might be well qualified to speak from large experience, 
but——” But, at this stage, an outraged parent's wrath got the 
better of his affection, and three minutes later the Blue-Eyed 
retired hastily for repairs, oe 
s 


IT may seem strange, but it is nevertheless true, that on the 
morning of last Tuesday week Newgate Gaol lost one of its Cookes, 
Next for shaving, please. ‘* 

s 


Bank HOuipAy again! Dear, dear, how the tine does fly, to be 
sure ; why, we shall have Boxing Day here in no time at this rate. 
Well, well, as this 
is the last Bank — 
Holiday before 
Christmas, make 
up your minds to 
make the best of 
it, all of you. The 
English Bank 
Hotiday maker is 
a really wonder- 
fully energetic 
personage, with a 
marvellous capa- 
city for enjoy- 
ment under the 
most adverse and 
unfavourable cir- 
cumstances, 


What if he docs J. Wy 
spend four hours oy 


iu an excursion 
train (fourteen in 
the carriage)! 
what if it does 
rain cats and dogs 
when he finally 
reaches his desti- 
nation? well, 
there’s a pub or pr 
two open, any- = e - 

how. Bless you, “3 — 

he doesn’t mind 

the pushing and crowding, the fighting, the overcharging, the 
general inconvenience and row one little bit. He rather likes it, 
in fact, and looks upon it as an essential part of the day's enjoy- 
ment. Then why blame or sneer at him?) If you do not quite 
ugree with his ideas you cannot do better than stay quietly at home, 


= 
IT is quite true that the Deputy Junior Ofice-Boy of Larks! is 

at present pre his fortnights vacation at Yarmouth ; but the 
myriad readers of that stupendous ha'penny comic need be under 
ho apprehension that the quality of the Journal will be very yreatly 
lected. The loss of the D.J.O.-B. is much felt, of course, but 
the editor and his sub, intend to do their utmost not to let the 
paper sulfer during his absence, 

ss 


s 

“TIERE we are again,” quoth A. SLOPER, as neatly treading on 
Edward Swanborough’s toes, he gaily dropped into the London 
Pavilion Music-Hall the other 
hight. “And here you are 
again,” chirruped the genial 
Teddy, presenting the Emi- 
nent with one of his very 
best and heaviest kicks. But 
A. SLOPER has got past taking 
notice of insults. Pocketing 
it as well as the three shillings 
he had tendered, and which 
had been refused by the 
authorities, he marched into 
the auditorium and prepared 
to regale_ himself with some- 
thing recherché in the way of 
entertainments. To say that 
everybody was there who is 
anybody means saying a lot; 
but when we say that every- 
body did their best, the excel- 
lence of the programme is 
made apparent. Suffice it to 
say that it will not be A, 
SLorerk’s fault if he is not a 
constant patron of the London 
Pavilion, ee 

. 


THE Ball's Pond Banditti, 
with whose gory doings readers 
of Larks! are so familiar, are 
greatly incensed at the receipt 
of a summons charging them 
with keeping a dog without a 
lence. That Boeco, the faithful hound, should be considered a 
mere common prosiic everyday dog is very galling to the youthful 
desperadoes, and the ofticer of Inland Revenue had better look to 
it that he is well armed, The vengeance of the band is a truly 
awful thing to incur, 


(Saturday, August 5, 1893, 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTSs. 


A CALENDAR POR THE Week ENDING 12TH AUGUST, 1893, 
—— 


6th August, 1890.—The Daily Telegraph, of this date, says: 
“Zclie Bourriou—the fasting girl of Bourdeilles, in the de martinent 
of the Dordogne, who endeavoured to emulate the feats of Tanner 
Succi and Jacques—has just diced at her home. Her constitutic;, 
was completely shattered after her fast of thirty-three days. Whe 
she returned to her cottage she tried to eat alittle, but her stomacir 
was unable to bear the food, and she succumbed in a few day. 
Her melancholy fate will serve asa warning to any persons of her 
sex and class who may have been tempted by the notoriety which 
she obtained by her fast to follow in her footsteps.” 


EE Sanaa Eee baa anise mmeca mses SA Neh Se ee 

7th August, 1891.—At the Red Lion, Eastcote, near Pinner’ 
Dr. Diplock on this day held an inquest on the body of Georg: 
Allder, aged xeventy-nine, describud as a retired telegraphist, of 
Cuckoo Cottage, Eastcote. The deceased was found sutfering from 
acute abdominal pain. He died the following day, and a post. 
mortem examination showed that a small piece of egg-shell had 
caused perforation of the intestines and led tu death. The jury 
found a verdict in accordance with the medical evidence. . 


SERS a eS a naa at 

8th August, 1832.—Kaikes, under this date, says: * Lady 
Heytesbury s description of the cholera in Russia was really fright. 
ful, but the remedy used there with constant success was twenty 
drops of laundanum and twenty drops of spirit of ammonia in 4 
wine glass of peppermint water.” 


So ie el i ee eee 

Oth August, 1891.—Abvout two o'clock this morning two 
men knocked at the door of the King’s Head Hotel, Yatrad, 
Rhondda, and asked for brandy for a woman who they said was 
seriously ill. Before their request could be complied with, how. 
ever, they threwa quantity of liquid into the landlord's face, which 
rendered him unconscious. The men then went to the various 
bedrooms in the house and served all the inmates in a similar 
manner, The whole building was ransacked and several valuables 
stolen before the injured persons regained consciousness, The 
men made their excape. 


10th August, 15'75.—Peter Bales, one of our earliest and 
most eminent writing masters, this day finished a performance 
which contained the Lord's Prayer, the Creed, the Decalogue, ani! 
two short prayers in Latin, his own name, motto, the day of tir 
month, year of our Lord, and reign of the Queen (Elizabeth), tv 
whom he afterwards presented it, all within the circle of a silver 
penny, enchased ina ring with borders of gold, and covered with 
a crystal, so accurately wrought as to be plainly legible, to the 
aoe eon of her Majesty, her ministers, and several ambassadors 
at Court. 


llth August, 1659.—Ina newspaper of this date appears the 

following advertisement: “ LOST.—A n boy, about nine years 

of age, in a grey serge suit ; his hair cut close to his head 3 Was lost 

leading Last, August 9th, at night, in St. Nicholas Lane, London. 

If anyone can give notice of him to Mr. Thomas Barber, at the 

Sugar Loaf in that lane, they shall be well rewarded for their 
pains.” 


12th August, 1889.—An English paper, of this date, says: 
“A Real ENTHUSIAST.—A correspondent writes to the Amoy 
Gazette; ‘1 observe with regret that Messrs, —— and — have 
taken to killing tigresses, having slaughtered in cold blood a brace 
in the last two days, one of which was in milk and had cubs, The 
excuse that she had killed a native within a week, and was the 
terror of the villagers, has little weight with us. That a systematic 
disregard to the close season will impoverish a sport which is 
beginning to become worth following is certain, and this timely 
remonstrance is to beg the life of the females of this beautiful and 
interesting species.’” 


PRINCE HENRY UP TO DATE. 
“ How now, how now, mad wag? What, iu thy quipa, and in thy quidditien ?° 
—Heury 1V.; Part 1; Act Ly seene 1, 
PRINCE HAL he was a aueiehely wag, 
Who of his conquests well might brag— 
His thefts of wealthy travellers’ swag, 
His thefts from soft ripe lips; 
And, when he japed and joked and larked 
And, gay-young-dog-like, gaily barked, 
Jack Falstaff then of him re ed 
That he was in his quips: 


The urchin’s face when Christinas lands, 
The tippler’s face when someone “ stands,” 
The tri pe face, as o'er the sands 

At Margate blithe he trips, 
Are passing bright ; but brighter far 
Than these irradiations are 
Was Henry's face in tavern bar, 

When he was in his quips! 


Dame History oft repeats her pranks 
And, in this nineteenth century (thauks 
To Gilbert Dalziel), Britons, Yanks, 
And Cornstalks on their lips 
May brighter smiles than Henry's wear, 
And Jouder laughs than Henry's blare, 
If Henry's wisdom they'll but share 
By being in their Quips!! 


—_o——_ 


A GUARANTEE, 

“TWwILy always be kind to you, Ethel, always,” he said pas- 
sionately. “You sha'l never, never be able to xay that L il ure 
you.” The lovely girl drew herself up to her full height of five 
feet ten and smiled a superior smile. “No, George,” she said, 
calmly, “I don't think 1 shall. You see I'm President of our 
Ladies Athletic Association ; I've taken twenty-seven prizes in all 
for putting the stone, dumb bell and Indian club exercise and 
throwing the hammer, and I'm the heavyweight lady rage 
boxer for the year. Yes, George, dear, 1 really and truly believe 
you'll be kind to me, love.” 


ee 


ADIPOSE AMELIA ROSE, 

Poor girl! It wasn’t her fault that she brought down the ecale 
at 19 stone 7; nor could any sarcasm be justly applied to her cos- 
nomen, which, after all, was not of her own choosing: Though 
more zpos and a wealth of dreamy eyelashes would have betitted 
one with her poetic name, she was not to be laughed at because 
she absolutely doted on cold potatoes and currant diomplingé: She 
was a good girl, with a large heart, and a thirty-three waist ; and 
when she departed this life after a brief period of dropsical dyspel'- 
sia it was mean and cowardly of the Bedford Park Tin Trumpt 
to take upon itself to write her epitaph : 

“Gone aloft is Rose Amelia, 
We shall never sce her more ; 
She can use her feet in Heaven 
Tramping round the golden tloor, 
Yes, she's yone, but not forgotten— 
Wafted up the golden gloom 
She may hear our consolation : 
* Here below we've gut more room !'" 


Every Wednesday. Twropence- 


JUDY. 
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saturday, August 5, 1893.] 
WOMEN AND WASTE. 


tas fof the ng extravagance amoung ladies in certain circles, a 
ale Jk recently quoted of a fashionable wife who owed her dressmaker over 
£000.) —E 
] Why should woman (80 
; fe | a creature ! 

b ‘ a ti 
a) So perfect in form and 
fA 


in feature !) 
Cause care to be rife 
{ f In her lesser-half's 
life 
By what some might call 
this *deceit-ure "? 


A source of much woe, 
alas! this is, 
Man at first believes 
married life bliss is ; 
But when he is wed, 
He soon finds he is 


led 
Into various debts by 
his © missis.” 
She shows him that life 
is expensive ; 
Her wants cre so very 
extensive ; 
Her ion for frocks 
His illusion soon shocks, 
And makes him use language offensive. 


So his fond dream is burst like a bubble. 
And “spooning” gives place to sore trouble ; 
e poor Benedict's “ bust” 
When his wife goes on “trust” 
To please “swelldom, "—which oft is mere stubble. 


ee 


FARMHOUSE APARTMENTS. 

Yes, there wasn't a doubt about it, the apartments were wonder- 
fully reasonable—wonderfully ; so very, very much cheaper than 
anything that could have been got even of the most un wretentious 
character, at the most unpretentious watering place. And it was 
quite a delightful change too, from the eternal seaside routine—the 
Higuera, the touting boatmen and flymen, the German bands and 
the variety performers on the sands; anyhow, that was the 
unanimous opinion of Mr. and Mrs. Youngfolk, who, with their 
three youngsters, had taken possession of the lodgings advertised 
by Farmer Mangelswede at his place in Puddleshire. It was so 
much better for the children too, they agreed ; at the senside they 
would have wanted constantly watching, would have been always 
in some danger, falling over the cliffs or getting drowned or some- 
thing; here the little darlings could be safely left to their own 
resources to wander through the sweet-smelling meadows, romp in 
the orchard, the barn, and granaries, cull the profusion of wild- 
growing blossoms in P 
the lanes and fields 
climb the fine old 
trees, and = scamper 
harum-scarum about 
the quaint old farm- 
house, 

Alas. alas! that these 
bright hopes, these 
pleasant expectations, 
should be so speedily 
damped, nay, com- 
letely extinguished, 

vy the cold water of 
realisation. 

Poor little Freddie, 
the inhabitants of the 
beehive he overturned 
resented the accident 
in a body, and Willie, too, suffered somewhat severely from 
the attention of an infuriated bull, to say nothing of the way 
the sheep dog sampled little Dolly's calves, But when Johnnie 
nearly met his death from drowning in a duck pond, when 
Willie blew two of his fingers off, playing with a loaded gun, 
and got stung by an adder the day alter, and Dolly almost broke 
her infantile neck falling off a walnut-tree, then Mr, Youngfolk 
concluded that it was almost time he asked for the bill and shifted 
home again. That document was a bit of a surprise; it seemed, 
to astonish him when old Mangelswede handed it to him and— 
well, here, you can read it yourself : 


Mr. Youngfoke and Fammerley to me, A. Mangelswele, £ 8. d. 
bord and luggin tu wekes . . . . . ‘ - 660 
fritenen of bease and damage to beahive = - 100 
brakin of I2tirkeysega 2. 2. 5 ee - 014 0 
damage 2 fore fenses . et eet eens .- « 216 
8 trumplin down of corne fial . e . . - 600 
ditto ditte to barley ditto o 8 « © = @ € 0 0 
utto ditto to oat ditto A . . . . ° «+ 600 
loss of 3 bushul aples and injiry toStrewe . . » 2 0 0 
Scarin ofchickins . . ° a) ae ot oo ce 051876 
ites ot Gere <tc EO 
Jenn: rakoge . . . . . . . »- 260 
Sundress 2. 2 ele A - 8 © «© « 110 0 
£33 1 «0 


The Youngfolks will not be taking any farmhouse apartments 
next year, thank you, 


GIRLS OF THE “FRIV.”" 
No. 110.—EuLALINE DUNSTABLE. 
X TEN little City dudes loved fair 
*  % Ga Eulaline ; 

One, rejected, hanged himself, 
and then there were nine. 

Nine little City dudes longed 
to learn their fate ; 

SA One, rejected, shot himself, and 

oe then there were eight. 

Fight little City dudes, all by 
love-pangs riven ; 

One, rejected, drowned himself, 
anc then there were seven, 

Seven little City dudes Cupid 
did transtix ; 

One, rejected, cut his throat, 
and then there were six. 

Six little City dudes yearned 
to woo and wive ; 

One, refused, “lowped ower a 
linn,” and then there were 
five. (heart and sore ; 

Five little City dudes, sick of 

One, refused, blew out the gas, 
and then there were four. 

Four little City dudes swore to 
wed Miss E. ; 

One, refused, used dynamite, 
and then there were three. 

Three little City dudes came to 

0 bill and coo ; 

que Tefused, read “ Bradshaw's Guide,” and then there were two. 

ive little City dudes loved our Queen of Fun ; 

net refused, drank London milk, and then there was one, 

ne little City dude was wise as wise could be, 

And when he saw hia comrades’ fate, “I'll wait awhile,” said he, 

pand then I'll try a wooing scheme will all their schemes eclipse : 

| win my darling Eulaline with jokes obtained from Quips.’ 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY, 
THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 


—_——— 


2 PATERNOSTER SQUARE, LONDON, E.C., July 14th, 1803. 
Dean Mr. Stoper—l have this morning received my “ Award 
of Merit.” and for the honour you have done me in enrolling me 
among the illustrious f.O.8, let me again thank you. 
Yours very sincerely, A. P, WATT. 
SS 


SLOPER’S VAGARIES. 
No. 177.—He Gives His STAFF AN EXTRA Bank Howipay. 
THE twenty-ninth day of the month of July, 
In the year Ninety-three, on a Saturday fell, 
And, an hour after mid-day, the Muddle-brained Guy 
Scurried into “ The Sloperies” office pell-mell. 
Then piped he all hands upon deck, and, * Alack 
Said his mournful employes. “we're booked for the sack 1" 


But SLOPER put on a beneficent look, 

And the smile that he smiled was delightful to see : 
“Now, close ye the office, and sling ye your hook, 

And employ ye your leisure with junket and spree, 
I will give each man-Jack twenty shillings to spend, 
And [ trust each man-Jack, when his spree's at an end, 
Will, on Tuesday, appear in good time at his place, 
With a frame renovated and fresh-coloured fice !” 


Then “ The Sloperies ” staff, in their wonder profound, 
Scarce could help falling tlat on “ The Sloperies” tloor, 

For, excepting at holiday seasons, the Mound 
Had ne'er proved such a prodigal master before. 

But, without hesitation, demur, or regret, 

They accepted the generous offer, you bet. 

hee uplifting a cheer for the Bountiful One, 

They lay hold of their quids, and skedaddled like fun! 


And then for a flutter, a flutter so bright, 
Out of London the Friend of Humanity slunk, 

And at twenty to twelve on the Subbath-day night 
He returned to Court Mildew, confoundedly drunk. 

But, at six on the Monday, as brisk as a bee, 

He awoke, and he said to his missus, said he, 

“Get up, my old chicken! Bank Holiday's here, 

And I'll take you away for a beno, my dear!” 

His partner made answer : “You madman! you calf! 
With what new imbecility now are you cursed ? 

Get you down to your office, and manage your staff! 
Does Bank Holiday come on July thirty-first 2” 

Then A. SLOPER perceived his mistake like a tlash 

And his ringlets he tore, and his teeth he did gnash, 

For he'd have to engage a frevh staff for the day 

At inordinate rates, d ust because (like a jay) 

Of July asa thirty days’ month he'd been thinkinz, 

So had packed off his hands for Bank Holiday jinking! 


Every Thursday. One Halfpenny. 


QUIPS. 


A Story Paper for all Ages, Sexes and Sizes. 
CONDUCTED BY GILBERT DALZIEL. 
99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 


” 


IS NO ONE TO BLAME? 

[Suggested by—though not necessarily bearing on—the case of the South 
Molton man who, for a wager, drank two quarts of beer in seven minutes, aud 
died immediately after.] 

OF all the painful and repulsive stories— 
Of all the harrowing truths that seem not true— 
Which oft. and still too oft, appear before us 
Within the public papers, there be few 
So sickening and so sad as those which tell us 
How some poor creature, dazed with drink, has tried 
(Egged on by some slight wager with his fellows) 
To do impossibilities—and died ! 
Such wretch, with voice becoming louder. thicker, 
Asserts his power (in briggadocious mood) 
To drink abnormal quantities of liquor, 
Or eat unheard-of quantities of food. 
And bets are made and laid ; and in high feather 
He tries the loathly feat that stops his breath : 
And, if the bettors all be drunk together, 
On whom can man avenge the dead man’s death? 


But suber men (a fact that pains us keenly) 
Are oft too prone to goad inebriate wights 
To idiot freaks like these—that they sereuly 
May feast their optics on revolting sights, 
And, when such freak has fotal terntinution, 
We think the law should pour its fiercest wrath 
On those who've helped the slave of ebriation 
Rush deathward, when their word had stayed his path | 


TAKING HER AT HER WORD. 

“1 am awfully sorry, Mr. Fly buster, that you should have become 
so—er—so favourably impressed with me, but—but it can never be. 
My heart is already in the keeping of another, but we need not 
part bad friends: Iwill always be a sister to you.” 

For a few seconds he could find no words, in his grief, in which 
to express his monumental disappointment, but, as soon as he could 
recover himself, he said : 

“Very well, Hettie, very well, Of course it won't be half as 
galopshus as I had hoped, your only being a sister, and yet itsa 
very generous offer on your part, and one that I should be no end 
ofa mug not to accept.” Will you be as near a real sister to inc as 
possible?” 

“Certainly, of course 1 will—I'll start by dropping your surname 
and calling you Jim.” 

“Heaven bless you for those sweet words, Very well, then, 
sister mine, | will try and realise my position and treat you as a 
brother should—well, 1 must be going—good night, sister dear.” 

“Good night, Jim.” 

On the following morning the parcels’ postman deposited a huge 
brown paper bundle in the hall, and handed Hettie 2 hastily- 
scribbled note from her newly-acknowledged relative. It ran: 

“© DEAR SISTER HETTIE,—Of course | knee that when you said 
last night that you'd be a sister to me, you really meant it, and 
were not trying to make fun of meas the girl did her intended in 
‘SLOPER’ ‘several weeks back. You're a real sister. Now, 
Snobby Gardiner, my chum at Rugby. had a whole host of sisters 
—by birth—and he’s given me a few hints on the subject. In 
virtue of our agreement then, will you kindly put the few articles 
of wearing apparel, which I send herewith, in campaign crder? 
The five pairs of trousers need hemming round the bottom, the 
eleven shirts re-collaring and cutting, and you might be able to 
fake up the flannel blazer a bit, as Um going to Cookham on a 
boating expedition on Saturday. In the intervals between doing 
these jobs, just kindly I the half bushel of walnuts sent, and 
steep them in sherry. The latter you can buy out of your pocket 
money that pa—'our’ pa—allows you. Mind they're ready—and 
the blazer, too—by Friday night. Much love. Hope you won't 
mind commencing your duties at once. Your loving 

“ BROTHER JIM.” 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 
AN Hurly Riser; A quoit thrown into the air. 
Two of * Her ” Trade : Farmer and forage-dealer. 
SYN-TAX: The fine you have to pay when convicted of sin. 


ZEPHANIAH P. SUGG. 
(A ROMANCE OF SALT LAKE CITY.) 


_—_-— 


CHAPTER X. 

a THE choice of swimming or floating ashore was not attractive to 
Z. P. Suge; but anything was better than going back to Mrs. Sus. 
and that 
night two 
eight-inch 
battens, 
ten feet in 
length, 
were fluns 
over board, 
and Zeph- 
aniah P. 
Sugg, with 
n bag of 
biscuits 
anda jar of 
water, was 
lowered 
withazvope, = 2 
and with a f vi t 1 
shirt for a ; , 
sail ateered 
away to- 
wards the 
island in 
search of 
whatever 
Fate might 
have in 
store for 
him. 


° . 

Ten days 
later — the 
Brenda was towed into the harbour at San Francisco, and 
within an hour the vessel was boarded by seventeen females, 
who hupgered to have their fingers twisted into the locks of Z. 
P. Sugg, their husband. Who can express their colossal dis- 
appointment? When they were told he was not on board, they 
were furious. They had looked on the breakdown and return of 
the vessel as a special interposition of Providence to aid them to 
their revenge. And now, after all their hopes, to find themselves 
thwarted at the very moment when revenge seemed absolutely 
within their grasp. was annoying, was maddening in the extreme. 
They would not believe that he had left the ship at first, and 
attempted to bully the captain. That gentleman solemnly led 
them to the cabin, and calling for the log-book, laid the volume 
open to the gaze of their thirty-four eyes. 

“Ma‘am,” he said, looking round on the group. “a log book 
never lies. There is the entry : ‘ Lat. 2558., long. 148 W. Jettixoned 
Stoker Sugg, who had domestic reasons for objecting to return 
to San Francisco,’” 

The evidence afforded by the log book of the Brenda was 
accepted as convincing. and the seventeen ladies reluctantly con- 
fessed to each other that 
for the moment Z. P. 
Sugg had escaped them, 

But were the ends of 
outraged justice to be 
defeated in this way? 
Perish the thought: 
Mrs. Sugg at once pur- 
chased a chart of the 
Pacitic Oceanand studied 
all the possibilities of 
her verfidious husband's 
* » from a watery 
grive. He had been 
jettisoned in lat. 25 8., 
ong. 148 W., and was 
within a mile of land. 
He would be sure to 
reach it from the set of 
the ocean currents, and 
the intervention of a few 
hundred miles of water 
were not enough to pre- 
vent Mra. Sugg making 
an attempt to complete 
her scheme of  ven- 
geance, 

Nor were the ways 
and means a-wanting. 
Mrs. Sugg's _lonely 
condition leaked out, 
© There is the entry.’ and the San Francisco 

newspapers boldly took 
up her case and worked it for all they were worth. She had 
arrived at a fortunate time to have her woes properly exploited. 
For some time there had been no scandal of sufficient importanco 
to occupy attention, and the editors of the papers had been endly 
thinking of discovering the sea serpent. But Mrs, Sugg’s grief had 
come at a most opportune moment, and the editorial pens were 
promptly dipped in gall and bitterness in order to castigate the 
miscreant Sugg, who had so basely deserted the interesting Mrs. 
Sugg, and had left her without a manly bosom whereon to rest her 
seventeen heads and shed her individual tears. Nor did they sling 
their adjectives and other parts of vituperative speech without 
avail. Mrs. Sugg’s woes took the city by storm. A ublic meeting 
of the citizens was convened. The hall was crowded, and overtlow 
meetings had to be held in other halls. The most of Mrs. Sugg, as 
the interesting vic- 
tim of the pertidious 
Sugg, was seated on 
the platform, and the 
balance of her was 
distributed among 
the other overtlow 
meetings. Reso- 
lutions of sympathy 
were passed ane 
motions pledging the 
meeting to do every- 
thing to succour her 
were carried with ac- 
clamation. Subscrip- 
tion sheets were 
handed round, and 
liberally responded 
to, and in course of 
a week Mrs. Sugg, 
instead of being lone- 
ly, might havechosen 
at haphazard from 
the entire directory 
of male citizens, and 
she would have been 
certain to have found 
a breast whereon she 
might have rested 
her head. Indeed, it 
was asserted that 
there was too much 
sympathy displayed, and several young men were accused of 
neglecting their best girls in order to comfort the loveliness of 
Mra, Sugg. 


tn 


Steered away towards the island. 


Comforting lovelinces. 


(To be continucd nest week.) 
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THE “F.O.8." PORTRAIT GALLERY. THE BARE IDEA. Th 


No. 319.—Mun. T. P. O'Connor, M.P., F.0.S 

An Irishman by birth and education, T. P. C'Connor possesses 
@ few of the virtues sud most of the viecs which are gencrally 
asociatol with natives of the Emerald Isle, He can swear like 
@ trooper, and drink like a fish; he can talk like an oracle, as 
well as like a purrot, He can use the shillalazh, but prefers the 
raw ‘uns. His journalistic carver has been a successful one, and 
althongh up to the present he has not been called upon to edit 


Custum-house Ojierr, Vat yousay ?—notings but clod- 


the Times, he still lives in hopes. He has not yet attained the Rose phat eit is awfully vain. ime in oot portmanteau ¢ Vat you call dese, deu—eh ? 
Premiership of England, but it is through no fault of his own. Lily, How go 5 aha 
A prophet is never appreciated in his own country, nor by his Kose, Why, she asked Mr. Moocher the other day whether he didn't think she was like me, id Flannelyoot, Nightcaps ! 


own countrymen, The same remark equally applies to our 
hero, who in rome things can give a prophet twenty points in 
w» hundred, and beat him pointless. T. P. ia the parent of a 
San, of which he is justly prowl. Of his daugiter, if he pns- 
ferses Onc, We hnow nothing. O'Connor was born undera bright 
particular Sar, tut said Star having ceased to shed its light upon 
him, sheds its tears instead. Chiefly because he represents the 
Sun, our hero was created F.O.S,, and the ‘Sloper Award of 
Merit” presented ty him, July Usth, 1892,"—Jebrets Improved. 


A DIFFICULT QUESTION TO ANSWER. 


Fa : 
Firat Fair One (in rear). What a dreadfully red face ! ‘ 
Wooden-legyed Visitor, How many lessons should I have to Second Fair Une (in rear). Yes; drink again, I suppose. 
to leary to ewim? (But & was only the strong wind after all, 


HOLIDAY. 


ALL THE DIFFERENCE. 


2 
» 
mI 
the 
“Ay Th 


revit ps as if et es a Le ty area nea 

~¥ if you ve 68 one, . = 
me Renter tate . hes Horrible revenge on the Eminent by a rejected contributor 
in’the pasting linc, 


Maud, Look, Kate ! isn't that a horrid man out there ? 


AN ENQUIRING MIND. 
MILKING TIME Kate (who has been there before), No, dear; I'm afraid it’s only a silly boy. “What part of the Suen iy the sausage, papa? ees 
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